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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—It has just come to my knowledge that some 
people are agitating for another Bank Holiday to be added to those 
we already possess—Loramussy ! 


ONE VIEW OF IT. 


What’s this? Another day of din 
That ‘ toilers of the nation”’ 

May slaughter calm and quiet in 
Pursuit of recreation ! 

Obscure the sweetness and the light 
With unattractive ‘‘ beanos,”’ 

And wake the echoes of the night 
With blatant concertinos ! 


Must quiet folk at home remain 
That roughs may have a jolly day? 

And comfort and content “ be slain 
To make a ‘ rowdy’s’ holiday”’ ? 


Went down to Liverpool to start the Oceanic on her elaborate 
career (if I may be allowed the expression), and, hearing they had a 
revolution in Venezuela, thought I’d take the opportunity and go 
and have a look at it. Found it to be much the same sort of thing 
as usual, and not very interesting, so came back to Doncaster and 
saw the St Leger. Dropped abit. A rather robust thunderstorm 
made things a bit lively. 


Thursday.—Off to North Berwick betimes and helped Mr. Balfour 
open a bazaar there, then round to Braemar and escorted Her Most 
Gracious on to the field of the annual gathering sports. Dined with 
Ear! Jersey in farewell to the Australian cricketers at the Inns of 
Court Hotel. Attempted burglary at Bagshot Park, Duke of Con- 
naught’s place; the marauders were interrupted, so I—they— 
made off, and left no clue behind. 


Friday.—Down to Bishop Auckland and helped Lord Rosebery 

open Lady Eden’s Cottage Hospital there. By-the-way, there has 

n quite a boom in the opening business lately, and yet there are 
people——but let me express myself lyrically. 


OPENINGS, 
At hilly and breezy and bonnie Braemar 
Her Majesty’s opened “ the Games,”’ 
A. Balfour has opened North Berwick bazaar, 
And said he approved of its aims. 
Lord Rosebery’s opened a hospital—case 
For many a witty remark— 
And burglars have opened Connaught’s little place 
At Bagshot’s superior Park ; 





Yet many a too-old-at-forty chap, 
And many a struggling lad, 

Will tell you there are, all over the map, 
No openings to be had! 


Looked in at Doncaster on the way back and dropped a bit over 
the Cup. 


Saturday.—Went to Rennes to hear the Dreyfus verdict. 
Astounding, until one reflects that the members of the court were 
really accusers, advocates, and judges all in one, and you can’t 
expect even the most wrong-headed person to condemn himself. 
Luckily, there is no need of this precious combination to condemn 
itself—civilisation generally will manage that forthem. Went to 
see a lot of good old English football to take the taste of this 
drivelling nationality out of my mouth. Dioed with Lord Rose- 
bery and the Caledonian Railway employés at Carlisle. Lord R. 
mentioned that the head of an ancestor of his had been stuck 
on the walls of that city, and ifanybody came across it he'd be glad 
to have it. 


Monday.—Just went and had a look at the wireless telegraphy 
installation at Dover, and made a few remarks to Boulogne, and 
then made the best of my way to Worcester and popped in on the 
rehearsal of the Three Choirs for the Festival. They were, and have 
been, working jolly hard and have none too much time for all they 
have to do, but the result is real good up to now. Got back to town 
in the evening and set H.R.H. off to Duntreath Castle (in Stirling- 
shire) before turning in. 


Tuesday.—Helped Miss Marie Corelli open a Commercial Travel- 
lers’ Bazaar, and gave her the tip to say that Shakespeare has 
nothing about commercial travellers in his works. She worked off 
the wheeze, and it told immensely. Afterwards went over to 
Copenhagen to help them unveil a memorial of the Schleswig wars 
—though I should have thought they would remember them well 
enough without sculptuary! MHurried back post haste to the 
Worcester Festival, and enjoyed myself “ heavenly.” They've 
pretty well mastered the new pitch. 


A HIGH PITCH OF A-CHOIR-MENT. 


The Three Choirs at Worcester, in Festival form, 
One’s heart (and one’s hearing) rejoices ; 
They boldly attack the new pitch, and in warm 
Approval we’re raising our voices. 
Their skill and their spirit one greatly admires, 
Their industry simply amazes, 
And I should re-choir a lot more than three quires 
To suitably sing all their praises! 
THe SPorrer. 
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Belauwa Tripper.—*I shay, 
yer ‘arf a pint for yershelf.” 


WILE POOR MISGUIDED 
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INCONGRUIT 


So Far, a Foul Affair! 








1ES. 


FRANCE YET VERIFY 


‘FUN’S” TRUSTFUL PROPHECIES? 


‘* Fair is foul, and foul is tair; 
Hover through the fog and filthy air.’ 


MR. 


Three Witches in *‘ Macbeth.” 


Cannot meet till our earth finds sequel : 


No sophist can prove them equal. 
There is not here—here is not there, 
Howsoever your glance be bended ; 

Pi a foul—a foul and a fair— 
Are in discord of concord blended ! 
Prejudice-ridden, obedience-crammed, 
Five judges have sternly spoken : 
And a tortured victim is doubly damned, 
That a rotten Army the token 


Of spotless honour may falsely wear— 
Ob, the Dreyfus Affair is A-rout A-PalIR! 


Oft and again has all-hopeful run 
Sung, with an optimist smile, 
That justice by France would | 

as 


THe West and the East—the East and the West— 
The best and the worst—the worst and the best — 





mate, come an’ show ush nearesht pub, an’ I'll shtand 












Limericks. 


A JUDGE once committed a breach 
Of decorum on Felixstowe beach ; 
But he’s found to his cost, 
Now the casé he has lost, 
That it’s better to practise than preach, 


There was once a wise parrot of *“* Brum” 
Addicted to making things hum ; 

He was always manceuverin’ 

To make Paul say ‘“ suzerain ’’— 
But ‘the Oom”’ is persistently dumb. 


There was once a court-martial in 
France 
Led reporters a terrible dance, 
Till the weary asked, ‘‘ When 
Will our trials at Rennes 
Show signs of the slightest advance? ”’ 


There was once an old snake of the sea, 
Who was worried as worried could be, 
With Dreyfus and ‘*‘Oom”’ 
Who effected his doom, 
3y not leaving him room 
For his tail in the London D.T. 





Buttonless Garments. 


Mrs. Neverso. —‘‘ I’ve just been reading 
an article on electricity, John, and it 
appears that before long we shall be able 
to get pretty well everything we want by 
just touching a button.” 

Mr. Neverso.—‘‘ You'd never be able to 
get anything that way.” 

Mrs. N.—‘‘ Why not, John?” 

Mr. N.—* Because nothing on earth 
would ever make you touch a button! 
Look at my shirt! ”’ 
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The Hop Season. 


[‘‘ The promising prospects of the hop 
crop have unfortunately not been ful- 
filled, and in Kent the collapse has 
apparently been complete.’’ — Vide 
Press. } 


Auas! this news will be a “crop-per”’ 
To many a poor, striving hopper ; 

Cash. with delight, will not them tickle, 
They are, indeed, in a sad “ pick-le! ” 








Of Macaulay’s Lay, we must needs transfer 
To ‘‘ the infamous Five ’’ of Rennes! 
And—unless Belle France, in her purer strength, 
Will arise, and shake off the chill 
Damp fog and the filthy air at length 
(As FUN still dreams sHE WILL !)— 
Then Fun must, in sorrow and shame, declare 
That her Dreyfus Affair is a foul affair ! 





Semper Eadem. 
By A GRUMBLER. 
ADVENT of the Silly Season 
Brought us.writers void of reason, 


With a genius for gassing, 
Facts and crotchets soon amassing— 





Bores 


Subsequently, Sweet September, 
Partridge shooting, I remember — 
Yet it gives me no station 

Guns have (“ damnéd iteration ”) 


Bores ! 


Comes the trying Transvaal crisis, 


‘ : 




















—_ 








SepremBeER 19, 1899. 








——— 


“He’s a Good ’Un Yet.” 


[In a recent cricket.match at Twicken- 
ham between a local twenty-two and an 
eleven captained by W. G. Grace, the 
‘‘ Doctor ’’ took fifteen wickets, and made 
44 runs—the highest of the day—not 
out. He was cheered wildly as he left 
the wickets, and the general remark was 
“ He’s a good ’un yet! ’’} 


HE can wield the “ willow” well, 
He’s still England’s pet, 

He can make his bowling tell, 
** He’s a good ’un yet!” 

There’s a Prince, as we all know, 
Bats like anything, 

Grace can, too, the ball make go— 
He is still our King! 





Time has not yet dimmed his eye, 
Strong is still his arm, 

He can make the * leather ’”’ fly 
With the same old charm ! 

Though he’s getting on in years, 
Why should we regret ? 

ln cricket he has few peers— 
‘‘ He’sa good ’un yet!” 








J. H. O., as we all must know, 
Is quite a desperate Jingo— 
With her dainty rhymes, she goes with 
the Times, 
And, in Westminsterian lingo : 
7 is not a poet on earth can beat 
er 
As poetical up-to-date “‘ front-sheeter.”’ 


—Vide Westminster Gazette. 








THE BATHING SEASON. FISH ON THE SHORE. 
LospsTER and Spratr take Ext-skirt to Clacton, and young SHARK is attracted. 
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Peary the Too-Pushful One! 
OR, A TIP FOR THE “TELEGRAPH.” 


[Lieutenant Peary has out-Nansen’d Nansen by 50 miles.—Press.] 
[Why didn’t he give the others a chance ?—Star.] 


My Almanack o’ Whitaker for the year ’Ninety-seven 

I have loared to a pawnbroker for coppers eleven ; 

So I cannot with exactitude declare, on my soul, 

To what latitude landed Nansen, in his search for the Pole. 

But of power of credulity I am all-but bereft, 

For the record of that voyager Lieut. Nansen has left 

Indisputably behindhand! Whatsoever the point 

Where the farthest-fared Frammer strengthened muscle and 
joint 

On the “ frame-fond”’ vivifical, young Peary doth sup, 

Dine, and lunch, in a latitude fifty miles further up! 

And I echo the sentiment of the level-skulled Star 

That the peerlessly impavid one was too greedy by far. 

Not only will his pushfulness cause Nansen to seem 

Like a Felixstowe paddler or a skater on a stream, 

But ‘twill deaden the energies—it will shatter the pluck— 

Of would-be discoverers, who had else tried their luck! 

For who now can be hopeful such a northness to “fetch” 

As outstrips the world’s record fifty miles at a stretch? .... 

But perhaps I unwittingly undervalue the verve 

To which venturesome Pole-huntscan the voyager nerve. 

So, to prove or annihilate my theory, I pray 

That the boom-loving editors of the Telegraph—by way 

Of an autumn omniscribblum—will the problem exploit: 

So that quills of quixotic ones, all adept and adroit, 

May be driven by the quill-drivers (with ‘ gee-wo!” and 
sé gee-wup ! "7 

On the query: ARE APEARYNANSENS WORTH KEEPING UP? 








Bad Butter. 
ling-House Keeper.—‘ What do you think of the butter, 





(The Mosquito-Bitten (loqg.)—‘‘ In me tota ruens Musca deseruit 


Cyprun.”’} 


To the Mosquito. 


CALL, call to arms! 
Thy silver trumpet blow, 

Thou wild nocturnal guest. 
Thou’rt worse than war's alarms, 
Dread, fierce midsummer foe! 
Come on in swarms and swarms ! 

Thy name spells sad unrest : 
Thy name spells utter woe, 


Sweet sleep knits up at night 
The ravelled sleeve of care— 

Kind nature’s nurse, sweet sleep ! 
But, tho’ she knits it tight, 
You find an entrance there 
To bite and bite and bite 

Till man must wake to weep: 
Till man must wake to swear. 





Wireless Telegraphy. 


‘* Marcon’s feats are nothing more 
Than ancient arts,’”’ said Myra; 

‘I’ve telegraphed myself, galore 
Without the use of wire-a. 


‘* My love he lives in foreign lands, 
And daily, wet or fine-a, 

I stand on shore and kiss my hands 
To him in Carolina, 


**Don't think he doesn’t know I’m there; 
I know a good deal better. 


| said there, and, what's more. 
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The Elder.—' Eh, Jock, ye’re a bahd lahddie! What like wye’s this tae spen’ a simmer’s efternune?”’ 
Jock.‘ Efternune! Bide ye here, an’ ye’ll see im knockit oot in twa meenits ! 
r Wh Lifting then a sprightly limb Honour, what is that to me? 
o Can Stop Her P In the Devil's jones | Justice? Truth? They both must flee— 
FRANCE (to the Devil) :— We will show the good man grim | We are three against the three, 
Let us dance the Dance of Death, What we truly think of him | And their doom we're sealing. 
Mad with wild unreason— In this land of France. | 
Breathing hate, with ev'ry breath, Trample Justice in the dust, | Jesuit (to France) :— 
Trickery and treason, Let her sword all idly rust. ‘stress mi , tolls 
Let me lean on you, my friend, Thou shalt look on sin and lust rts prey okay 
Teach me sins Satanic— Wheresoe’er thou turnest— And this dance I too would try 
And let all my glory end Come, sweet Mistress, hand in hand, With a rapture chastened 
In a burst of Panic. We against the world will stand, What is honour? As you say— 
Grasp my hand and let us on France shall be a merry land, That Te France should trust it— 
To the Devil’s dance— Now you are in earnest. Such a trifle, love, to-day 
Though Love lies all dead and wan— France (to the Jesuit) :— | Must not hold us, must it? 
Lust and Hatred have not gone, i | 
They are true to France. Gentle Father, join our dance, | (To the Devil.) 
Trample Honour, trample Truth ; You'll be welcome, very! | ; 
You and I know naught of ruth ; You were ever dear to France— | Ah, my friend,{I see you smile, 
Aged, with the strength of youth, Make a trio merry! | You and I were old in guile 
We shall lead the revels— Father, let me introduce— When she was a child— 
Let us laugh, and take for wine Ah, you start—but steady ! | Let us teach her how to dance, 
Blood of martyrs—while we twine This is—oh—I see—no use— Make a model dame of France, 
Arm in arm—your way is mine; You have met already. Let us while we have the chance 
France’s way—the Devil’s. Come then, Father, hand in hand Teach her dances wild. 
SIE Let us dance across the land 
THe Devin :— Till our hey-day ends! | (To France.) 
Let us dance, O Mistress mine, Clasp my arm, for weal or woe, | Trample Truth beneath your feet ; 
Make a joy of sorrow— Tripping lightly let us go, Trample Justice, hate is sweet; 
Reckless of this steep incline, So that all the world may know You and I were born to meet 
Careless of to-morrow. France has trusty friends. In these ghastly revels— 
Grasp my hand in one of yours— Trample Mercy weak and vain— Dance, my friends, the end is near ! 
Love, I would not hurt you! Scatter Death and Sin and Pain, Dance on all the world holds dear ! 
Great is Sin, and it endures, Look on Truth with stern disdain Dance the dance of death and fear 
Spite of canting Virtue ! Stifle Lov appealing— With the skill of devils ! 
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Waftings from the Wings. 

THE new farcical comedy at the Vaudeville is a réchauffée of its 
predecessors, and which affords Mr. George Giddens ample material 
for changing staid respectability. into rollicking youthfulness. His 
unctuous voice, coupled with a voltptuous expression, and combined 
with faultlessacting, render his appearauce the signal for uproarious 
mirth. The Elixir of Youth, as the new piece is called, is strongly 
reminiscent of My Awful Dad, whose general gaiety and grotesque 
goings on create the pivot upon which the entire play revolves. In the 
Elizir of Youth old Greenslade is persuaded by his wife to permit 
himself to be inoculated with some faddist’s specific for rejuvenating 
mankind. “He 4s only too ready for the experiment, as he wants 
to have a night out, and casts about for any excuse. Whilst 
under the influence of the supposed specific he visits Cora 
Carrington, who pretends to an entanglement with Green- 
slades’s intended son-in-law, Geoffrey Newlyn, who wants 
to marry his daughter Florrie. The old man _ thinks 
her supposed breaking off with Newlyn so sincere that he suggests 
they had better marry each other. The assignation at the 
Alhambra produces the usual crop of complications. Mr. Fred 
Eastman as Maroldi is exceedingly funny in this scene, which 











AT THE VAUDEVILLE. 


Berxino an “ ENTANGLEMENT”—AND FINDING ONE. 


would otherwise be mirthless and flat. The picture of the sleeping 
Ariadne, for which Mrs. Jeffrey posed, in her youthful days, 
occasions some trouble. Her daughter, Mena, so_ closely 
resembles her mother of those days that the former’s hus- 
band instantly charges his wife with being the model. 


Subsequent explanation aliays the jealous husband’s suspicious. 
Likewise Greenslade’s escapades become so inextricable as to 
leave no other loophole than his consent to Florrie’s marriage 
with Newlyn. The success which attended the premiére depended 
entirely upon the efficiency and smartness of the acting, as there 
is certainly no wit in the dialogue, unless, par example, the recom- 
mendation to be over bold rather than to be bowled over is to be 
considered such. Miss Ellis Jeffreys got all she could out of the part 
of Cora, and Miss Juliette Nesville is a by no means blasé Suzette. 
The vigorous enunciation of Miss Florence Wood made up the part 
of Mrs. Jeffery, whose intervention would be otherwise insipid. e 
rest of the caste very cleverly collaborate, and it is likely that the 
Elizir of Youth will attract playgoers for some considerable time. 


In EO of weakness of motive, and an irritating reticence on the 
part of the hero of The Last Chapter, at the Strand, there is a 
general pretty attractiveness about the story which deserved better 
treatment. It is episodically amusing and spasmodically interest- 
ing, but mostly conventional and rather unconvincing. It is 
strengthened by some capital acting, particularly from Miss May 
Whitty, Miss Jessie Bateman, Mr. Ben Webster, Mr. Philip Cuning- 
ham, Mr. John Beauchamp, Master Rignold, and—with the 
assistance of a telling character part played with richn and 


. 
restraint Mr 







































































AT THE STRAND. 


Wir axnp Wispom aT THE STRAND. WEBSTER BETWEEN THE WISE AND 
THE WHITTY. 

The troubles that come into the domestic circus where the pretty 
servant and the only son are left at home together on Sundays 
while the family goes to church, seems to have been pretty much 
the same in “‘ The Ghetto, Amsterdam, A.D. 1817,” as they usually 
are in Camden Town (say), London, a.p. 1899. It doesn’t say much 

for the wiliness of the 

Semitic Amsterdammers 

iA that they didn’t foresee 

tp | things, though it isn’t 
often that the son is such 
@ mug as to **marry the 
girl.”” Some excuse for 
the elders may be found 
in the fact that one of 
them is blind and that the 
girl, being a Christian, 
comes in handy for com- 
mitting any little sins 
(such as opening letters 
' on the Sabbath) which 
they may want worked off 
in a hurry without in- 
, curring personal responsi- 

7? bility. As for me, when I 
‘///, saw her untidy hair and 
// the way she hooked a 
broom through the parlour 
window and set about 
sweeping the street, I saw 
at once she was the sort of 
“‘slavey’’ you get from a 
Dogs’ Home or somewhere. 
I’m sure she wouldn’t 
have stopped her mouth 
if she hadn’t got the 
young master on a piece 
of string! The show is 
really awfully pretty, though, the Dutch setting being most 
charming, and, but for some strange mistakes of construction, 
might have been something like a triumph. The real ability and 
excellent acting of both Mrs. Potter and Mr. Bellew is sadly 
marred by their somewhat affected elocution. 


La Tortajada, the famous Spanish artiste now appearing at the 
Alhambra, has been secured by the management for a further two 
weeks, before starting on her tour through the United States. 


The loyalty of British theatre-goers to all that is “‘ radiant, sweet, 
and wonderful” must be so well known to our providers of enter- 
tainment that the management of the Empire Theatre can scarcely 
have taken as anything but a matter of common course the enormous 
success of the Leamy Sisters and their truly beautiful performance 
on the “electric revolving cycle trapeze.’’ The graceful poses and 
remarkable acrobatic attainments of the performers, exhibited 
above the orchestra in a little moving firmament of multi-coloured 
lights, reflected a thousand times over in the burnished steel of which 
their delicate revolving apparatus is constructed, are greeted each 
night with enthusiastic applause, in the ring and tone of which 





AT THE COMEDY. 


A LITTLE Bit oF “Oxp DutcH,” AND HOW 
SHE BELLEW HIM UP. 
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The Transvaal Crisis. 


BRITANNIA’S DESTINY TO BE PARAMOUNT POWER IN 
SOUTH AFRICA. 


Britannia now put forth thy strength, 
A grand contingent send ; 

Thy might and power shall soon be seen 
This racial war to end. 


The Empire’s roused by warlike note ; 
Like lightning, hearts are fired, 

And boundless spirit stirs our sons, 
When Britain’s fiat is wired. 


Australia, Canada, and Ind: 
Give service loyal, grand, 

Our royal mandate, keen to aid. 
Allied together stand. 


Just rights for all white men we claim, 
As e’en on British soil ; 

Helots no sons of ours shall be; 
No Dutch shall freedom foil. 


Our guns with thund’rous doom shall strike, 
At Destiny’s loud call; 

The stronger race shall aye survive, 
The weaker one shall fall. 


Summer Drinks. 


‘THERE are several kinds of cups,” said Captain Lusher, ‘ There 


is champagne cup, cyder cup, claret cup, Moselle cup, hock cup, 
and hic-cup.” 











Put Out. 
“Ou, George,” cooed the sweet girl, as her head lay on his 


shoulder in the little back parlour at 11-45 p.m., “ you are the light 
of my life!" 


“Well, I’m going to put the light out!” growled a voice in the 
doorway. 


And the owner of the voice did so. 











———— a | a rr 
Forward, Ladies ! 
[In Sweden it is believed that if a bride, during the marriage 
ceremony, can keep her right foot in advance of the bridegroom's, 


she is destined to secure future supremacy—in other words, ‘* Wear 
the breeches.”’) 


CHEER up, now, you advanced females ! 
This should cure all your dejection, 
For surely you must own this is 
A “ step in the right direction "’ ! 





—————— —S — —— SE _ 








Coming Back. 


THEY'RE coming back to London town 
From sojourn, far too brief, 
By sparkling sea, and breezy down, 
From which they part with grief; 
For London town means daily toil, 
A weary, weary grind, 
When brains must work, and hands must soil, 
A livelihood to find! 


They’re coming back to London town, 
And wear a healthy hue, 

But though their faces may look brown, 
They feel extremely ‘‘ blue”! 

No more long loungings on the sands, 
No more the gay parade, 

No more the strains of seaside bands, 
No more in sea to wade ! 


They're coming back to London town 
And now must wait a year 

Before again they can run down 
To walk the dear old pier— 

To see the landlady’s broad smile 
When she presents her bill, 

Which looks in length about a mile, 
And leaves them next to nil / 











Painful. 


“T’pn make a genius out of you yet,” said the schoolmaster, 
after severely caning a bright, but disobedient, scholar. 

‘“« Well,” said the precious scholar, rubbing himself, ‘' if ‘ genius 
is an infinite capacity for taking pains,’ I ought to be one!” 














Labori’s Defence of Dreyfus. 


In the trial Labori’s great part is notorious, 
As the case in its grip, held e’en the incurious ; 
For what with an audience a trifle uproarious, 
And generals indulging in diatribes furious, 
And a President biassed and curtly censvrious, 
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The Punster’s Farewell to the Seaside. 


Ta(r)-Ta(r)! I’m shore to see next year 
Your beach, and on your pier ap-pier ; 
Unless my ‘“‘ sands of life” run out, 

I shell angle rownd you, sans doubt! 











Already Prepared. 


“T’yz come to ask permission to marry your daughter, Mr. 
Blunt,” said young Stoney, ‘“‘ but I must confeas that I have not yet 
a house prepared for her.” 

‘Tf you were prepare d to marry my daughter, young man, there 

s a house already prepared for you both,” replied Mr. Biunt. 
‘‘ Where, sir? What house?” asked the puzzled Stoney. 
‘‘The workhouse!” said Mr. Blunt, and showed him the door. 
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HIS LIKENESS. 


“Oh, I say, this photograph makes me look a downright ass, don't-cher-know!” 
‘‘ My dear sir, we consider it an excellent likeness." 


“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. ‘“‘Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 


THERE is no doubt that the ’ole civilised 
world—barrin’ France, an arter wot ’as 
taken place I only looks upon it as ’arf- 
civilised, if that—is ’orrified at the 
unjust an’ brutal treatment meted out to 
pore Dreyfus. ‘Ow it will allend, good- 
ness only knows; but it’s very sertin 
that the much torked about Exhibishun 
of next year will prove a gashly failure, 
unless justice is done at the eleventh 
hour to the victim, for furrin exhibitors 
an’ sightseers ’ave, I may say, determined 
with one voice to boycott it. Ah! that 
‘touches the spot,’’ for it touches 
Mounseer’s pocket. I can’t remember 
wen our simpathies went out with such 
heartiness to any furriner as they do to 
ye rsecuted Captain Dreyfus an’ ’is dear, 

od lady. I’m so disgusted with Fr: ance 
ae ev’rythink belongin’ to it that I’ve 
left off ’avin’ French rolls for breakfus. 

As to the Boers, 1 profesy that there 
will be no war; wen there is so much 
tork an’ delay,asarule, there is very little 
do; but itis quite right that we shoud 
be prepared for the worst, for “it is the 
way to prevent the worst ’appenin’,”’ 
as the man remarked wen  ’e 
bolted on the mornin’ ’e was to 
‘ave been married. 

I see that larst Monday the openin’ 
of the National Vegetarian Congress 
took place at the Memorial Hall, 
Farringdon Street. Personally, I turnip 
my nose at only a vegetable diet; I ain’t 
such a donkey as to live on carrots, an’ 
such like. Why was we given meaty 
teeth, if we wasn’t meant to eat meat ? 
Vegetables are all very well in their 
place, an’ that is on one side of your 
plate, with a good lump of English meat 
on the other. This is my idea; but, of 
course, it’s a matter of taste. 

It is proposed to’ave another Bank 
’Ollerday on the second Monday in Oc- 
tober. ‘Let ’em all come!’ I ses. It’s 
sertingly too long a wait from August to 
Christmas, ’xcept for those whose life is 
‘‘all ’ollerday’’; not that I envies ’em. 
I likes a mixture of work an’ play. Some 
people play at their work, an’ work at 
their play, wich is a mistake. 

Signor Marconi ’as gone to Ameriky, 
with the idea of establishin’ wireless 
telegrafy between there an’ our country. 
It seems stretchin’ it a bit, but I 
shoudn’t wonder if ’e succeeds—why-er- 
not? I mean wire. Ain’t it orful? 
But I’m not very well. 





DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 
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ANDERSON ’S 


CITY OF LONDON 


OF BVBRY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


TAN GLOSS, or 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear. 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S , is, and be sure } 





SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 
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